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And black the block upon it: all around,
Against the throng a guard of halberdiers;
And the axe against the scaffold-rail reclined,
And two men masked on either hand beyond:
And hard behind the block a cushion set,
Black, as the chair behind it.

Mary Beaton.                       When I saw

Fallen on a scaffold once a young man's head,
Such things as these I saw not   Nay, but on:
I knew not that I spake: and toward your ears
Indeed I spake not.

Barbara.                All those faces change;

She comes more royally than ever yet
Fell foot of man triumphant on this earth,
Imperial more than empire made her, born
Enthroned as queen sat never.   Not a line
Stirs of her sovereign feature: like a bride
Brought home she mounts the scaffold; and her eyes
Sweep regal round the cirque beneath, and rest,
Subsiding with a smile.   She sits, and they,
The doomsmen earls, beside her; at her left
The sheriff, and the clerk at hand on high,
To read the warrant

Mary Beaton.           None stands there but knows

What things therein are writ against her: God
Knows what therein is writ not   God forgive
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B.utife more moyed.than hers to hear this read,
' Whose look alone is changed not